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FIRST IN THE FIELD. 

“ My unfortunate Parent is now living in constant fear of arrest, and the reason for this predicament the following hitherto unpublished facts will disclose. 
On the reassembling of Parliament, last week, it was naturally Papa’s ambition to be first in the House, and the result was that when the Speaker made an early 
appearance on the scene, the ‘Commons’ resembled a public taproom more than anything else. Poor Pa, who had smuggled himself into the House, together 
with Iky Mo, unlimited ‘Unsweetened’ and a pack of cards, and vho was th refore responsible for this state of affairs, had to fly for his life.”’—Toorsie. 


NOT QUITE WHAT HE EXPECTED. THE FOREMAN. 


= 


THIS very strange case may be found recorded in several 
old and scarce books, but it isto be regretted that the names 
of the parties most intimately connected with it are not 
given. However, there is no doubt that some time during 
the reign of Queen Elizabeth,a person was arraigned beforé 
Sir James Dyer, Lord Chief Justice of the Common Pleas, 
upon an indictment for murder. 

The first witness deposed to finding the dead body of a 
man in a field, and that the man appeared to have been 
murdered by a thrust from a hay-fork, and that he found a 
hay-fork lying close by, bearing the initials of the prisoner's 
name, and the prisoner, without hesitation, owned that tho 
fork was his. 

The next witness swore that on the day of the murder he 
had seen the prisoner in the early morning and the after- 
noon, and that on each occasion he was wearing a ditferent 
suit of clothes. The body and fork having been discovered, 
he was asked where the clothes he had worn inthe morning 
were to be found. The prisoner gave several shuffling 
answers ; but, a search being made,they were found hidden 
under a straw bed, and were soaked in blood. The prisoner 
on this confessed that he had hidden the clothes because 
they were blood-stained. A third witness swore to having 


ES | ALS 
3. When, six months later, his friends at home _ |. heard the prisoner use threats to the deceased. 


5 bfpsae tale J rome section Bo ecigratye his 2. A photo of bint arrayed in ail he glory. ean re 

ends Considerately. pro m with-every requi- - How he bragged. too, of the splendid times would that he was engaged as above, having rapidl: * ° A 

je for waging war against man and beast, aud in have, riding. fishing and honting big game. It was discoveren that hunting and fishing, as tw bacaal Called upon for his defence, the prisoner said that he 
urn he yresented each of thew with— therefore somewhat disappoiuting— require both money, leisure and ex pericuce, rented a small field, to reach which he was compelled to 


cy 


| 


£3 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


cross another field, belonging to the deceased ; that on the mornin 

in question he found deceased in the last extremity, that he tou 

him in his arins, and that there he died, and that the blood issuing 
frum his mouth, deluged his, the prisoner's clothes. Filled with 
terror, lest he should be accused of the crime, he left the 8 t, carry. 
ing away, in his confusion, the dead man's fork instead of his own, 
Ashe had to goto work, he thought it best to change his clothes. 
He concluded his story by a solemn declaration that this was the 
truth, but that he hud no witnesses but God and hisown conscience. 

The judge summed up dead against the prisoner, whose story he 
described as plausibly cooked up,and told the jury they ought not 
to hesitate a moment about finding the man guilty. The case had 
come on ewrly in the morning, and had occupied the court but a 
short time, yet the jury, having retired, had not returned their 
verdict at nine at night, when the judge sent to them, and they 
returned tor answer that eleven of then had agreed to a verdict of 
guilty, but that their foreman was opposed to it, and, pres-ntly 
giving way to him, they returned to cuurt, and, by their foreman, 
brought in the prisoner not guilty, 

Hearing this, the jndge, in a rage, ordered them to be locked up 
all night without fire or candle, and they spent the time bewai!l- 
ing their fate in being associated with such an obstinate wretch, 
but in the morning they again gave the same verdict. The judge, 
now furious, declared that the biood of the murdered man lav at 
their doors ; but the prisoner, falling on his knees, cried out, “ You 
see, my lord, that God and a good conscience are the best 
witnesses,” | 

Yet the judge was not satisfied. He had never, he thought, seen | 
such a clear case. He made inquiries about the foreman, and found | 
that he was a well to do and most respectable man, a constant 
churchman and a devout communicant, Then he sent for him, 
and in private asked him what was the meaning of his conduct. 
The foreman said that he was afraid to reply, but that as he was 
under no compulsion to do so, he expected his lordship would, 
upon his honour, keep what he had to say a secret, He then said 
that he and the deceased had hada quarrel, that the decensed set 
on him with his fork and wounded him in two places (he here 
showed his wounds), that he got the fork from him; but, in the 
struggle, the deccased fell uu the prongs and caused his own 
death. He had consulted the ablest lawyers on the case, and was 
himself sure of an acquittal. fe had provided for the late 
prisoner's wife and family, and supported him in prison, managing 
also to procure himself to be summoned on the jury and set at the 
head of them, having all along determined rather to die himself 
than allow any harm to be done to an innocent man. 

* * * . » . 

Great artxiety still prevails at the Bower of Bliss (opposite the 
LBow-Woweries) respecting the fate of Billiam the Beata They 
are now searching the drains, 

(Newt week, “ Killing a Corpse.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


*° oa epen asl wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, | 
should inclosea rit a enrelape large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Thanks for pictures, LITTLE JESSIE, They are capitally dome ; 
Sorry, TED, we cannot tell you In what year the race was run. 
any thanks for little sketehes, But they're useless, ARTUUK 
Hurst; J's your fault entirely, Ronan, You should make 
inquiries first.” What a pity, 8. ¥. FLETCHER, That you didn't 
sond a stamp; All the wealth of Crasus, HARVEY, Could not bu 
the world fumed gamp. You are to be mitied, Dick, For all thr 

in that you're endured ; All the numbers which you apeak of, 

RED, Are still ta be procured, Very sorry, REGGIE URTON, 
But we do not know the date; Nu, we don't dispute it, BETTY. 
Doubtless it arrived too late. There yore right, PUG, altogether, 
SLOPER does not care aj; Thanks for offer, H. MacKkENZIE, But 
we'd really rather net,” What a lot of nonsense, ELSIE, It's impos. 
sible to tell; Thanks for chatty letter, PICKAXE, Glad to hear 
you're doing well, eetes 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
ag 
“Your husband must be heavily in debt, Mrs. Whiteslave,” re- 
marked a friend of the family. “In debt!" ejaculated Mrs, White- 
slave. ‘What do you mean?” “Why, he is always borrowing 
trouble.” “Ah, yes; but he never keeps it,” said Mrs. W.—“ he 
always gives it to me,” “ 


“No one knows how I love that dear Tootsie,” said the latest 
stage door haunting Juggins ; “1 really would wish no better death | ini 
than from fracture of the skull caused by her slipper shooting off 
and hitting me on the chump when she doeg that stunning break- 
down of hera, sweet, sweet girl a 


s 
THOUGH a mantle or a jacket or a bonnet ora hat, 
May gain a woman's warmest approbation ; 
No sooner dves she find there's no “three farthings"’ in the price 
Than the thing is robbed of all its fascination. 


s 
“WHAT was the meaning of the exclamation ‘Go to!’ which was 
ao much used in the sixteenth century?” she asked, Why,” said 
he, thinking of what he had lost coming down in the train, “it 
meant that they had bad hands, dear, and couldn't ‘go three.’” 
“Eh? What? Munph: That is what you might calla ‘nappy 
illustration, I should think.” *° 


“TT's all very well talking about the advantages of temperance, 
yet the results are really fatal sometimes. Poor Jane! a kinder 
and milder Sunday school teacher never took a turn at kise-in-the- 
ring on Hampstead Heath. She died from drinking six glasses of j 
milk and then doing two hours’ donkey-riding.” “ How the dooce 
could that be jerked?" “Why, don’t you see, she wae rather a 
heavy gal,and she bumped the saddle so hard, that the shaking 
churned all the milk into solid butter. Stoppage of the heart's 
circulation, and saffocation was the result, Quite true.” (2 Ep.) 


about my nose, sir?” “Nothing, dear 
boy. It’s too small to be remarkable.” 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
Xo, 408.—The “ Abbas” Costume. 


= 
“Slippery times,” cried Tommy, 
when his mother whacked him with 
one of the old man’s toe cases, 


“What was that remark made 


\ \ "\ 
\ \ 
Breezer. Fine girl here, my boy—met her at a ball last night. Come and be 
troduced. 


Snojsun. No, thartks, we're acquainted already—she's our nursemaid, 
| 


A TRANSIT OF VENUS. ( 


re 
BL 


(Saturday, February 20, 1892. 


“WHY,” asked one of SLOPER'S were men, as he looked up fro, 
the Sporting Life and add the little group of celebriti.. 
known to the world as the “SLOPER” Staff, “wh isa defunc: 
tailor like a certainty for the Lincoln Handicap? * Everybody 
gave it up at once, and the conundrum propourder, after carefuliy 
‘ooking round, in order to ascertain that nothing obstructed the 
passage to the door, responded, “ Why, because it’s a dead snip, 
don't you see,” and holted before his hearers had recovered their 
presence of mind sufficiently to remember the Position of the 
ueavy inkstand. ** 


“May I hope to gain your consent to my engagement to your 
daughter, sir?” inquired the oofless suitor, as he stood trembling 
in the library before the haughty millionaire. “Certainly you may, 
young man,” was the response. “ There, there, that will do; 1 hat. 
thanks. This is a free country, and there's nothing to prevent a 
man hoping ; but, all the same, I've no more intention of allowing 
you to marry Mabel than I have of sinking all my capital in a 
company for startiug a new comic paper.” 


s 
HER face and figure, hair and eyes 
I lauded to the sks, 
Then placed my arm around her waist 
And swore for her I'd die, 


Her brutal father caught us, and 
I’ve been in bed since rueing it; 

Whilst, as for dying now for her, 
I've every chance of doing it. 


s 
“Wuy, what grounds have vou got for calling yours a military 
family ?—any relatives in the Guards?” “ Well, not exagtly ; but 
I once had a first cousin whose mother-in-law was kissed by a man 
whose brother was a corporal-inajor in the Blues,” 


s 

Jessic, 1 say, Fanny, I thought you were engaged to young 
Charlie Summers? 

Fanny. So Lam, dear. What makes you doubt it? 

Jessie, Well, | was in the conservatory at the dance last night, 
ae ae you repeatedly repulse him when he tried to kiss your 
hand. 

Fanny. Oh, I can easily explain that, dear! You see, I Was Wenr- 
ing a cleaned pair of gloves, and [ thought perhaps he'd smell the 
benzine. *\* 


ALLY gets asked some posers occasionally. The other day, 
correspondent wrote to know if a successful journalist could be 
said to have had a cheque-ered career, 

* 


IT is one of those things which no man understandeth—that how- 
ever much it may fatigue a man to walk a mile on a week day, he 
never goes less than three ona Sunday, 


* 
Manager of Establishment belonging to Limited Company (to 
Inquisitive Stranger). You seem to take a great interest in this 
business, sir, : 
Inquisitive Stranger, No, young man, 1 don't, and that’s just 
where it is. I put three thouannd pounds into it two years ago, 
and I've had no interest on it yet, but I should Jike to.” 


* 

THERE are some stories told of missionary self-sacrifice that are 
indeed thrilling ; yet, when the Rev. Doctor Snagsby went to the 
Molemboko Cannibals, no one ever exceeded him in generosity. 
He actually had all his buttons made of condensed gelatine, so 
that if they boiled him they wouid give more body to the soup, 
instead of disagreeing with them like the ordinary brass four holes. 


2 
A BERGEANT of police is he, 
Of strong and burly look. 
His weakness, though, appears to be 
The public house and cook. 
And if you'd have this man attend 
To burglar's lond alarms, 
The safest thing we'd recommend 
1s—To the public houses send, 
Or else the other arms! 


SCENE—Jn‘the Strand, 
“T Say, p'liceman—meeting of the Women's Rights Association 
oing to be held in Exeter Hall, I suppose, as the street's 80 jolly 
fall of petticoats?” “Lor! bless yer sweet innocence, guv'nor ! 
Tt’s only the Society tarts on the way to the Pallis o’ Justice, to see 
if they can get room in the Divorce Court. Prime case on to-day.” 


s 
Guard, You mustn't smoke in this carriage, sir. 
Inebriated Passenger. Pooh, pooh! All bosh! Help me to a 
light, my good feller. 
Guard enters carriage and takes aac? id by the collar. 
Inebriated Passenger. What'shup? What are you doin’? 
Guard (firmly i gently). Helping you to alight, sir. 


* 

“T HEAR McGopseley has got D. Ts.," said Lord Bob 3 “but itisn't 
dangerous, is it?” “Ain't it?” exclaimed the Hon. Billy, “If 
youd been in his room when he was throwing the crockery all 
about to try and kill the white beetles, hacking everything with a 
razor to cut up the yellow snakes, and chucking chairs across the 
room to drive out the blue cats, 1 think you'd have thought it 
dangerous enough to clear out.” - 

* 
SCENE—Clapham Junction, 

Passenger, Is that the Brighton train just gone out? 

Porter, Yes, sir. 

Passenger (wildly), Why didn't you call it out, then? I was 
only in the waiting room. 

Porter (sullenly). 1 did call out as plain as posserbel, “ Brighten 
train.” 

Passenger. No wonder IT didn't hear rou, then. I was waiting 
for the usual, “ Croidvedihay deethburgillighton train.” 


“T ASSUME to have some knowledge of electricity,” said the 
Gouncer. “That's about all it is,’ returned a bored electrician. 
“What?” exclaimed the Bouucer, “ Assumption,” coolly replied 
the electrician. + * 


OF match making dangers we've read in the Star, 
But Maudies and Lotties each day 

In numbers | notice no less than of yore 
In wedlock are given away, 


And this as I fancy you're bound to admit 
Is a proof very sound and direct, 

That the warning on some of the matchmakingeclass 
Has not had the slightest effect. 


“WELL, Bill,” inquired a "bus “conductor, “what sort of a day 
have you had" “Oh, a thunderin’ bad ‘un,” replied a second 
conductor; “the bally inspector canght me working the oracle.” 
“ Did he report yer?” anxiously inquired Number One. “No; bat 
I had to part with five bob of my profits to make him hold his 
tongue,” ae 

s 


“ WHEN I was a boy,” said the Eminent, “it was the fashion for 
the old fogeys to wear beaver hats. Now they wear silk; and I 
wonder what they'll make ‘em of in the future.” And then 
McGooseley answered, “I should think you'd better hope that the 
next fashion will be for india-rubher chump hiders.” _ SLOPFR 
smiled. “But why india-rubber hats, my dear Mac?) When the 
head became heated they would stick to it.” “ Yes, ALLY ; but then 
think how blind you conld get every night without ever fearing 
eracking your old thinking pee on the asphalte, and——" And not 
as much asa word or a half a pint of bitter six passed between 
them for the next half-hour, 
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TOOTSIE ON HAMLET. 


— oo 


I~ these days, when JZamlet is revived (N.B.—Like Mr. John 
Dicks’ penny plays, there are no authors fees), it is the custom tu: 
make learndd re- 
marks thereon, Le: 


good old days,” 
are Lela pi Poor 

a, waking up. 
adds, “Good olu 
Daisy !"’ an obser- 
vation we up to 
date are at a loss tu 
account for. 

My inquiries into 
the subject have led 
/ me to the conclu- 
Be sion that William 
y Shakespeare, if such 
& person ever ex- 
isted (of which fact 
since I have visited 
Stratford -on-Avon, 
I have grave 
doubts; but the 
people there seem 
to get fat on the 
tradition as the 
Swiss do on the 
William Tell chest- 
nut); however, as I 
was saying, William 
the Playwright 
would appear to 
have taken his 
Hamlet from the 
French of a party who stole his from a Dane who landed his from 
something else manufactured in Germany from an Italian design 
invented at Birmingham, So, after all, it is Brum-English. The 
first known suerte edition of the play was entitled, Zhe Tragicall 
Historie of Hamlet, Prince of Denmarke, by William Shake-speare, 
as it hath beene diverse times acted by his Highnesse servants in 
the cittie of London ; as also in the two universities of Cambridge 
and Oxford and elsewhere, At London, printed by N. L. and John 
Trundell.” After this, another quarto turned up with various 
alterations and improvements, and then a folio, and even a 
Bowdler, who knocked out all the naughty words. 

But let us get forward. Every successful actor almost, at some 
time or other, desires to play Hamlet, but, as a rule, a 4 actor 
managers “pull it off.” There are reasons for this. In 1877 
appeared a smal! pamphlet, entitled Zhe Fushionable Tragedian. It 
was a violent, though harmiles:, attack on Henry Irving. “We,” 
said the budding critic responsible for the twenty-eight nie 
“believe it by no means difficuit to prove, beyoud the possibility 


Hamlet; BEERBOUM TREE. 


Queen: King: 
Miss LECLERQ. F. MACKLIN. 
a rational contradiction from Li gg who is not entirely blinded 

fashion, that Mr. Irving is, in fact, one of the worst actors that 
ever trod the Rritish stage in so-called leading characters, His 
Digby Grant was excellent. His tirst performances in Zhe Bells 
Were certainly wonderful. Even up to hia first appearance as 
famlet his faults had not grown upon him to any morbid extent. 
is from the marvellous 200 nights run that his degeneration 
tes, and, since then, his course down-hill has been rapid and 
fatal.” Good young and youthful critic (he is older now, if alive), 
Bow ze sere out of the are that journey! One of the 
ppiest ideas ever conceived was for Irving, a confessedly comic 
tur, to beard the Bard. * ee 
And Herbert Beerbohm (I beg his pardon. they settle down into 
ing simple, if dignified, misters, and chuck their Christian names 
When they get to the Haymarket)—Mr., Tree, has he done well in 

sale comedy and melodrama, or drama, without the “melo,” 
r the Bard? | don’t know, but judging from the crowded state of 
e house the night 1 was there, e knows his business pretty well. 

far, one thing is cer- 

tain. The new Haymarket 
Hamlet is 2 most able, in- 
telligent and sympathetic 
performance, and it is quite 
evident there is yet plenty 
of vitality about the Bard. 
Some alterations in text and 
“business” of course there 
are, or, gracious goodness! 
what would the thing be 
like?) Why, dears, would you 
believe that in the good old 
crusted version, plaved once 
on a time, about fifty lines 
were spoken over the dead 
bodies of Hamlet, King, Quee:: 
and Laertes lying littering 
y about? 

The same sort of thing, by- 
the-way, occurred in the 
French version of The Bells. 

Once on a time some one 
played Hamlet with the char- 
acter of Hamlet omnitted. 
People laughed at this, but 
why not play it withthe Ghost 
left out?) However, Fernan- 
dez is as good a ghost as can 
fairly be expec to be found 
on the Ghost walk. Arthur 
Dacre is good as Horatio, and 
George Barrett and Edward 
. ose are capital as the grave 
diggens. Mrs. Tree plays Ophelia charmingly, and Miss Leclerc 
is a graceful Queen; Macklin makes a most effective King, anc 
' don't believe any real existing Lord Chamberlain could touch 
Kemble as Polonius. 


Ophelia: Mrs. BRERBOUM TREE. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


POLLY: HER DESCENT. 
THE FIRST STAGE, 
POLLY was a ballet girl, 
Beautiful and saucy, 
Montmorency was an earl, 
Young and very horsey. 
Polly was a gorgeous queen 
(Pantomiuiic merely), 
Reiguing over Mount Serene. 
onty loved her dearly, 


THE SECOND STAGE. 
Polly—brightest star of stars !— 
Keen on instant marriage, 
Drive they to the registrar's 
In a borrowed carriage. 
Now no longer is she seeu 
Ruling over Mount 8, 
Once, alas! she was a queen 
Now she's but a countess . 
———EEEE 


THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 
By A. SLoPER, Esq., F.0.M. 
(Being further annotated, enlarged,and generally knocked about.) 
CHAPTER XXXIV. 
GEORGE IV. 1820 To 1830, 


GEORGE IV., son of George I]1., did not take much after his 
father, He took, as a rule, whatever came in his way—refreshment 
or otherwise. 

Being a high spirited, gracious ling, he treated his wife, Queen 
Caroline, about as bad!y us he well could do. He tried to obtain a 
divorce from her, to which he was instigated by George Brummel 
Sloper, who was what was then called a “brick” of the frst water. 

“Your Majesty,” said GP B. Sloper, at the famous meeting at 
Carlton House, “ Your Majesty is too good. Maybe your dexter 
eyelid is worn out with chronic winking at fascinating confec- 
tionery. You love prize fighters like a brother, and are a splendid 
judge of ‘sherbet’ of all sorts. Supposing you do come home 
rather smoking or concertified and whack your wife with the 
sceptre, Supposing you will persist in tearing your wife's hair out 
and stuffing your crown with it to make it fit more comfortably. 
What ofthat? If she does object to you sitting with your spurs in 
her lap—well ! you must havea divorce. You're quite entitled to it. 

But George IV, didn't get the divorce. He rounded on Sloper. 
Sloper had to retire from his creditors and pass the rest of his days 
at Boulogne, picking upa bit here and there off the jugginses of 
the period who went to the cheap billiard rooms, 

A number of jackasses, headed by a Johnuy bearing the very 
Appropriate name of Thistlewood, wanted to put an end to George. 
Thistlewood was collared, and, to save him wearing out his boot- 
soles, was slung at the end of a half inch rope. We don't serve 
conspirators nowadays that way, 

In George's reign the liberation of Greece was effected. Todo 
this we very thoughfully knocked the Turkish fleet to smithereens 
at the battle of Navarino. This gave glory to us, but was nuts to 
the Russians, as it saved ‘em more shipbuilding. The Greeks are 
very grateful to us on this account, and ome eid us back again 
re oe the country with cheap cigarettes aud rigging the Stock 

xchange. 

Still, for all that, “Cast your brend upon the waters and after 
many days it will be returned—mouldy !” 

In the year 1821 Napoleon Bonaparte died at St. Helena. The 
French regretted this sad event and would like to have had him 
kill a million or so more soldiers before he snuffed out. He wasa 
healthy old murderer and a great hero! 

George died 1830. He was not much missed. We could do 
without a few Georges, except when they happen to be on five 
shilling pieces. 

———— 


PROFESSIONAL FRIENDS. 
No. 10.—THE PROFESSIONAL BEAUTY. 
“SHE'S just as sweet as sweet can be,” 
You hear the people who stop 

And study long and lovingly 
Her likeness in the photo shop. 


You see her photo'd in a swing, 
Or waiting at a rustic stile ; 

You think you'd give just anything 
To win one smile—one little swile, 


You eee her sitting on a boat, 
While all around her falls the snow ; 

And think 'twere sweet if your great-coat 
Round her white shoulders you might throw. 


Oft on a sofa she'll recline, 
Half hidden by a feather fan. 

“Were I that fan, what bliss were mine.” 
You think, “I were a happy maa.” 


Do not despond, but dry your tears ; 
Take heart again and be not sad. 

She's not so sweet as she appears— 
She's forty-six ; her temper's bad ! 


SOME “INCIDENT.” 

“Got room for a poem, sir?” asked one of SLOPER'S occasional 
young men,as he opened the door of the Editorial sanctum and io- 
terrogated the wsthetic chief as he sat ata littered desk and evolved 
*Jumbles.” ‘ ; 

“Well, I don't know,” responded SLoper's Editor: “it all 
depends what the poetry's like. What's it about?” 

* Oh—er—Love,” replied the young man, 

“ M—well—fact is we're a bic tired of the orthodox love poem. 
Unless there's some really striking incident—~" . 

“You've got it, sir: lend us a pencil,” returned the poet, hastily ; 
and, writing upon a sheet of waste-paper_pressed against the por- 
trait in oils of the celebrated racer, “ Dorgsmete,” which hangs 
over the office mantelpiece, he turued off this: 

“ We stood at the porch last evening, 
The sun drifting silently down ; 

And the bat afright at the cold dark night 
Sped swiftly to‘ards the town. 

“Though keen wery the evening zeph: 
That blew from the north, due south, 

I cared not, I wis, as kiss after kiss 
I stole from her rosebud mouth——” 

He paused and scratched his head. SLOPER's Editor gazed over 
the sheets and nodded approvingly. & - 

“Go on,” he said, “one more verse and cooper it off. Sit down.’ 

“Thanks,” I'd sooner stand,” he replied. Then he went at it 
again: 

sins “ Her tiny waist was encircled —” 
“T thought you'd forgotten something !" interrupted the Editor 
in a ribald way ; but the poet took no notice. 
“Her tiny waist was encircled 
By my arm so strong and true; 
And I said, ‘ Whose ducky is 00, love ?* 
* Yours, she murmured, ‘and whose is 00 ?’” 

“Look here,” interrupted the Editor, “get right down to this 
incident now, or turn it up.” 

The poet only groaned, und wrote: 

“Oh, the hallowed hours of that evening! 
Oh, the cruel caprice of Fate! 

Her father, the sweep! stole up behind 
And chucked me over the gate!” 

Then the Editor gave him an out-door letter for Bartholomew's, 
and bowed him out. 


“A COMMON FIREMAN.” 


— 


“JuMP in, Jack, the train's off. Good-bre!” 

“Are you aware, ny man, that this is a tirst class carriage?" 

“Lain't aware 
as I'm your man, : rhs 
guv'nor, There 
wasu't time to 
get to a ‘third,’ 
and I've got to 
beat the Brigade 
Station iutwenty 
minutes — heen 
telegraphed for.” 

“That's no- 
thing to do with 
me. I pay a first 
class fare not to 
oe with 
third class 

le; and, em 
here, this isn’t a 
smoking car- 
riage, so put your 
pipe out, 

“ Beg pardon, 
sir; quite forgot. 
I'm so used to 
smoke, you see, 
of all — sorts,” 
replies Jack 
Dareleigh, as he 
knocks the ashes 
out of his biack 
cutty then and 
there, 

Mr. Pompus, . f 
the retired butter merchant, swells with importance and 
glances for approval at Mrs. Pompus, who, likewise, turns redder 
with haughty importance, and turns up her nose a few degrees 
more than Nature has done for her. 

Vresently, to their horror, their little seven-year-old girl, the 
youngest and the most spoiled of their children, says to her mother— 

“Oh, ma, lovk what pretty buttons this gentleman's got on his 
coat! Oh, | snouid like to have one!" 

“flush, ny child!" says Mrs. Pompus, “ He is not a gentleman, 
He is only a common fireman.” 

“Quite right, missie,” says Jack, who has overheard. “I'm only 
& common fireman, not fit to ride iu the same carriage as your pa 
and ma, My brother Jem, he's common, tou—a common soldier 

won : they called him 
7 : once, when he 
sut down to 
get a bit of 
rub that he 
jad paid = for 
in a swell 
restaurant, 
Jem was just 
off to Kgypt, 
where he got 
Victoria 
The 
newspapers 
called Pie a 
hero then, but 
he told me it 
didn't make up 
fur the smart 
of being called 
a common sol- 
dier. However, 
here's my 
sont oon * 
ye, missie 

Mir. Pompus, 
as svon as he 
could recover 
breath, biurted 
out,  “ Dnisy, 
ny child, don't 
speak to com- 
,,, won | people 
again, or I shall certainly be very angry indeed with you.” 

lt was night. From one of the lower windows of 20 Burjoyce 
Street, a thin wreath of smoke stole through the shutters, increas- 
ing in volume every minute; thena thin tongue of flame, which 
lapped the shutters till they cracked and spluttered ; then, from 
the other windows, other wreaths of smoke and tongues of flame 
bigger and fiercer and faster; then there were shouts of “Fire! 
fire!" loud knockings at doors, scurrying of feet, screams and shrill 
whistles. Soon, even at that late hour, a crowd filled the street, 
pale with awe, for the Fire King had that fabric in his clasp, and— 
there were folks inside. 

Thank God they are rushing out, the master and mistress, the 
men-servants and the maids ; every soul is safe—but one! A horri- 
fied murmur runs through the crowd. There is a child inside! A 
shriek from the woman; a groan from the man. “My Daisy! my 
child! up there in the top room—alone !" 

“Hit hil! hitts hit¢9:” , 

Clear the way! Here they come, the gallant lads of the Fire 
Brigade! See their helmets tlagh iu the tierce glare of the fire! hear 
the doors and windows crash as theiv strong arms ply their axes! 
hear the hiss 
and splutter of 
the water fight- 
ing the tire! 

Here, too, 
comes the es- 
cape ; it is reared 
against the 
burning house. 
A man. springs 
up it like a cat, 
and, entering . 
the top case- 
ment, is lost to 
view — lost to . 
view so long, ‘ 
that womenand \ 
men growl, “ He 
is gone forever.” ; | 
But, no! a 
mighty cheer — 
breaks the 
silence of their 
suspense as Jack 
Dareleigh, reap- : 
pearing at the /} 
window with a - 
frightened child 
borne tenderly 
in his arms, 
comes down, 

“God — bless 
hee bless yon ! 

less you!" the 
father cries, wringing his hands, while the mother clasps her dar- 
ling to her sob convulsed bosom. - 

“LT hope He will,” Jack replies to Mr. Pompus ; for He can find 
a place and a work fur even—A Common Fireman, 


~ Beg pardon, sir.” 
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Springs up like a cat. 


A sleeping child in Lis aru. 
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od nina FRENCH RESTAURA Wht 1! afr ie rye: eee ce snr felts } for 
i ra! 8 follow, 
OUT OF PLACE. Pe hal ay na son's. 338 nae “ Pneumatic soles are the latest invention for boots.” the man to whom I have given my heart ‘nly 
Elementary Politeness, Do not say toa lady, who cannot pass Second Boy. I wouldn't; don't like my grub Little Jones is delighted, he says he is quite a match for those exists in a novel.”— Zztract from Letter Y 
. through the turnstile, “ After you, madam.” | Covered with glue. tall tarts now. Young Lady. 
#59 ish apie will bn dekgad to ostlec photographs oom thos DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER—PROFESSOR HERKOMER, RA. 
& her friends whose portraits have not yet inserted, t 3 


TOOTSIB’S FRIENDS, 


that gentleman's residence at Bushey, of a seely individual with a blue chin who though,” went on the Professor, “is my moon, which I produce in two ways. First, 

answered the door. “ Perfessor Haircomber is in, my lord.” Heavens! could the I take a tin saucepan, knock out the bottom, paste thereon tissue paper, put a candle 

great R.A. in a weak moment have taken a London theatre and been ruined in one inside, and there you are!" A. SLOPER thought of the Vokes men fe but was silent. 
ie 


= (1). “ Professor Herkomer, is he in?” inquired A. SLOPER, when he arrived at | neighbour's, but eaid nothing. — (3). “The greatest discovery in stage effect, 


fell, swift swoop, and was this the man in possession? “Speak! wno art thou?” “Secondly, I call in the aid of the magic lantern, Hand me that sli with the white 
No, 222.—M1ss HILDA § ne anxiously demanded the F.0.M. “I, my lord, am but a humble super, and engaged disc, please.” A. SLUPER did as desired, but before doing so hastily sketched two 
ei 0, 222.—MISS A STEPHENSON. by the Perfessor to experimentize on with a view to reconstruction : but follow me,my | figures thereon. The Professor placed it in the lantern.—(4). “Ah! what isthat?” 
My heart and coronet, sweet taaid, are thine alone.” lord, the Perfessor waits."——(2), “ Mr. SLOPER,” said Professor Herkomer, who was he gasped, as he gazed on his moon, now inhabited. “That, Hubert,” said A. SLOPER, 
—The Dook Snook. attired in a scene painter's canvass suit all complete, “vou are welcome. I will at sternly, “isa picture of @ little boy teaching his graudmother to suck eggs. Ob, 
“What perfect grace! what modesty! what loveliness!" once call your attention to an eutirely new invention of wy own—my gauze curtain, Hubert, Hubert! there is nothing new you can teach such stage managers as Dick 
—Lord Bob. y which wonderful atmospheric effects can be obtained. Step behind it, please, Barker, Charlie Harris and myself. Farewell !"——(5), And the Eminent stepped 
“Ah, me! what joy! what maddening bliss! ou Dow appear softened iuto Nature's grey, the subtle tones of which bafile us so back dramatically, to fall down a vampire trap into the cellar below. The Professor 
Upon those ruby lips to press one kiss.” much in painting.” A. SLOPER called to mind the misty scenes in the pantomimes had cut it as au experiment in the floor. A. SLOPER is now considering whether he 

—The Hon, Billy. at the old Vic. iu the days of his youth, and the 7ableaur Vivants at Mr. Ledbury's | shall bring an action for damages or bear his pains in silence and in sorrow. 


ee 
THE JUDGMENT COMES AT LAST. 


F~ 


7 —_—< 
(1). The wicked trio—viz. Elder, Laird and Parritch go to ground as the (2). And the Elder chattered, “ This-s-s-i-s-s-3 R—D-2e p-place fer us.” (3). “ And they blame ma luvi: fin whusky, " roared Bung, 
Rizzle-Dizzle appeared — “ when they ienlewer nothing ela olginent pod Mess awful conduct.” 


Saturday, February 20, 1892.) 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


‘ Are you suffering from influenza? have you got the gout? orare you afflicted with rheumatics? | will have to battle :—The Harrow masters emai Ar Declining to postpone the term :—Thelad 
if so, by the perusal of the following lines and the scanning of the above show, a certain cure is | fair tries all she can To please the heartless broker's man :—The poor old sailor now does thin 


Aa -lealia: 


assured. It isa never failing retnedy ; knocks all doctors’ prescriptions into a cocked hat. Try it. | There's fully in imbibing drink :—~—-As Chamborlain he's known to fame, The young man with the 
On we go :— Perquisites, our friend asserts, Meant his master's best whit: shirts :—As Shepherd, | Cotton name. There you are, what do you think of it? Rather choice, you must ackuow- 
§) Morley now appears, A good une, tov, in spite of sneers:—' Gainst the sale of diseased cattie, Londoners 


ledge. Well, good-bye for the present——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


A LITTLE MIXED. 


a 


) MacSnook (reflectively). I don't know whether it's an ancestor or not, 
but I'll swear it's by a crack master. 


= 
“You know, Jenkins, I'm not a rich man.” “Hang it, old chapple 
I should 


il WIEN say you'd got ‘ouf enough for any two.” 


LE 
Be PO. < “SBS | 
(ian \ iw SSN 
oe ‘ Es 


Actor, Give me the head, quick. . peel 
Stage Manager. Ail right, old man, there's no hurry. The curtain Reveller. I shay, poleesm'n, could you do with a drop of—(hic)—whisky ? 


doesn't go up for quite ten minutes. \ : 
Actor. 1 know ; but Tcan bear my wife coming this way, and I Policeman, Thank you kindly. sir, I think I could. “Look here, waiter, your potage @ cheval svunds jully toothsome, 
wish to conceal myself—quick. Reveller. 80 could I—(Aic). Come and standsh a drop. but I didn't bargain to have any block ornaments thrown iu.” 


_ 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


eae 

£150 INSURANCE PAID. 
WE have this day paid, in accordance with the terms of Ally 
Sloper’s Railway Accident Life Lusurance,” the sum of £150 to 
Mr. Jonas 
= Eviincuam, 53 
0 Clarendon Road, 
Hornsev, Lon- 
don, N., that 
Hf ogenteman being 
INSURAN the next-of-kin 
( iV of Cecil Vivian 
i Ellingham, who, 
on the evening 
of Saturday, Jan- 
vary 23rd, met 


INALYSLGEE 


WH Cun nt 
if 1 i a | 
if FHIGAY '' Hornsey Station 
" of the Great 
Northeru— Rail- 
Way. oe 
* 


| 

1 THE following 
', isa brief account 
of the accident : 
“About 5.40, on 
the evening 
named, Mr. 
Ellingham, who 
is chief clerk of 
the Goods De- 
edb a at the 
forusey Railway 
Station, was with his son, a little fellow, aged seven years, He had 
just finished duty, and was proceeding with the boy from the goods 
ottice to another office to give in his day's takings, As he crossed 
the mettls from the down to the up line, the express for Grantham 
dashed through the station and cut the boy to pieces.” A copy of 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,” dated Jauuary 23rd, was iu the 
deceased’s hands at the time of the accident, 


s 

Hane it all! you know we can stand a good deal, but there is 
@ limit even to our endurance, and we therefore solemnly give 
warning that from the date of pe ication any person sending us 
the riddle—* Why are Messrs. Brinsmead like the Hon. Billy? 
Because they are fond of putfs "—will meet his doom at the hands 
of the Port Glasgae Assassin, who has been especially imported 
from the Browside for the purpose, 


s 
From a spectacular point of view there is only one word with 
which to sum up Drury Lane penronilme, and that is—splendid. 

Tasty dresses, pretty scenery an 

shapely loveliness there is in 
lenty, What the pautomime 
ks is some good rough and 
tumble business. Dan Leno and 
Herbert Campbell are excellent 
comedians, of course, and make 
the best of their opportunities, but 
still they are xvt pantomimists. 
Rea) _pantomimists seem to be 
ast dying out, but still we have a 
few left-the Albert und Edmunds’ 
Troupe, for instance; and we feel 
sure that Sir Augustus Harris 
would have no cause tu regret the 
introduction of a few into his next 

pantomime. » « 

* 


A WELL attended dramatic re- 
cital was given at the Steinway 
Hall, on Thursday, February 11th, 
by those well known professors 
of elocntion, Mr. and Mrs. Samuel 
Hasiuck and their clever pupil, 
Mr. Mervyn Ward. 


s 
THE subscriptions towards 
“ Ally Sloper’s Poor Relief Fund " 
continue to come in, but with 
such exasperating slowness that 
the Eminent is really beginuing to 
wonder whether his renders dv 
care to please him, do truly pos- 
seas thuse charitable and benevolent hearts which he has ever 
thought beat in their breasts. Come, come! everybodr—if you 
don't want the Old Manto think badly of you, humour him to the 
extent of a subscription, however small, towards the object he has 
80 much at heart, 6 a 
* 


ROBERT SWEETMAYN, the comedian, who died so suddenly, wag an 
excellent fellow, a clever actor, an able dramatic author snc one of 
the best impersonat rs of ALLY SLOPER we ever saw. The “ Half- 
Holiday" Bais have seen many yood men attempt the Saint of 
Shoe Lane, but Sweetman’s make-up, hiccups, semi intoxicated 
stare and effuris to melodise simply knocked them all, Now poor 
Bob has passed into the Silence, and we cherish the memory of his 
gay humvur, “* 

* 


OUR artistically inclined renders are advised to pay a visit to the 
Nineteenth Century Society's Couduit Street Art Galleries, where a 
very fine cullectiou of pictures are now on view, 

s* 


o 
Mr. HWeNny ARTHUR JoNEs’ clever and satirical play, Sainteand 
Sinners,» work written by tue authorasa protest against the Drama 
Conventional, has 
been revived with 
reat success at the 
Vaudeville, with Mr, 
Thomas Thorne, Mr. 
B. Conway, and 
Miss Kate Phillips in 
their original charac- 
ters. The leading 
theme in the plot of 
Saintsand Sinners ia 
hot an original one, 
indeed, the same idea 
was used by Gold- 
smith in*TheVicar of 
Wakefield,” but this 
does not lessen the 
streogth of the play, 
for every character 
in it lives to-day ; 
we recognize him in- 
ataiisly, he moves in 
cur very midst, and 
in our admiration fur 
the magnificent, the 
realistic charncter- 
ization, we tolerate 
the weak, foolish, 
and afterwards re- 
pentant heroine, her 
Kentlemmnty decover, 
and her houest far. 
mer lover. Saints and Sinners cannot fail to attract large audiences 
for many a mouth to come, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Os Fridav, 5th.the Patron of Pantomime and as many of the family 
as were sutticiently sober to undertake ihe journey, drove in state 
down the Whitechapel Road, and crawled 
| intothe Pavilion Theatre to judge for them: 
selves of the reported excellence of the 
‘rand Christmas pantomime, Little Ded 
Riding Hood, Betore the cur ain had been 
up twe minutes they d scovered tuat the 
brilliant production had nut been overrated, 
and at the conclusion of the performance 
the Eminent was so delighted that he 
bestowed a kiss and his blessing upon every 
iem of loveliness in the cast, and promised 
a drink to every man as svon us the negoti- 
ations fora luan now pending between hime 
self aud Mr, Moses have been completed. 

. 


s 

THE Trocadero has a very strong Dill 
just now, tor in addition to Aama, the 
giantess, who has returned, and who, with 
Colonel Ulpts, the smallest man living, 
nightly makes a promenade of the build- 
ing, there is Charles Coborn with his 
Rudyard Kipling song, Gus Elen with 
“Never Introduce your Douah to a Pal,” 
sprightly Mdite, Violette, Florrie Robina, 
K, G. Knowles, Paul Cinquevalli, Daisy 
Wood, Florrie Leybourne, aud a host of 
others. * 


THE Dismantled Evlifice has this day 
been pleased to conter the “Award of 
Merit” upon CHARLES Lauri, breause 
he's the cleverest pantumimist on the stage, 
“Festher,” chirped the Blue Eyed Blos- 
som, “1 wish you'd apprentice me to Charlie: why, I might be 
playing the cat in Puss ia Boots at Drury Lane in a rear or two.” 
And, just for the sake of peace and quietuess, the Old Man 
promised to see what could be doue, 


* 

Miss Marion TURNER, a daughter of the late Godfrey Turner, 
is understudying Mrs. Tree for Ophelia at the Haymarket. Miss 
Turner possesses very considerable ability, and if A. SLOPER is not 
mistaken, it wou't be long before she comes baug to the front. 

se 


* 

THE numerous friends of Mr, W. W. Kelly rallied bravely round 
that gentleman at the New Olympic Theatre the other afternoon, 
and gave hima right cumping benefit. There was a tremendous 
programme, containing the names of numeruus stars in both the 
theatrical aud music hall protession, 


s 

THE recent ruling of a London magistrate, in a case wherein a 
private of the Queen’s Westminster Ritles was, Owing to non- 
efficiency, sued for 
thirty-five shillings, 
the amount of the 
Capitation Grant al- 
lowed by Government 
to every efficient 
volunteer, will gene- 
rate a feeling of dis- 
gust in the minds of 
every true friend of 
the Volunteer move- 
ment in this country. 
In the case in ques- 
tion, although medi- 
cal certificates were 
produced to the effect 
that the patient was 
utterly incapacitated 
from attending drill, 
and in spite of the 
fact that he had al- 
ready served his 
country for six years, 
the man was ad- 
judeed to pay to 
tis regiment the 
full sum of the 
Capitation Grant, to- 
vether with costs. If 
the authorities think 
by these means to ens 
gender patriotism in 
the bosoms of soung men of Great Lritain, they are greatly mis- 
taken : and the cuse. in our idea, is nothing less than a public scandal, 
aud will shuke the Volunteering, system to its very foundation, 


WE bear no ill will against ‘Mrs, O-horne, and, in fact, feel 
nothing but pity for her, but when the public sympathies are being 
worked on to, to the extent of making her a sort of “martyr,” 
we must speak out by way of protest. Mrs, Osborne has wii- 
fully perjured herself, and the ettect of this perjury would have 
meant, bad she obtained tbe verdict, the blasting of the characters 
of those two persons whom she had previously wronged by her 
theft, We say nothing of the injury intlicted on her sutferiny 
husband. That is mereiy a personal matter, but breaking the laws 
of England is not. A woman in Poor circumstances, a servant for 
justance, would have no mercy shown her, but would he judzed and 
sentenced according to her crime, and’ so must Mrs. Osborne, 
Sentimental gush should ot be allowed to override our reasoning 
powers, and on this occasion we must show the whole world that 
in Englaud there is only one law for both rich aud poor. 

s 


* 
THE third of the series of Carniyal Balls, which was postponed 
from January 27th, mainly in consequence vf the death of the 
Duke of Clarence, was held at Cu- 
vent Garden on Weduesday, the 
luth inst., aud proved a hue snc- 
cess in every way. Besides the 
army of nobodies, who, arrayed in 
Costumes ranging from Caur de 
Lion ton policeman, put in an ap- 
pearance, there was a large muster 
of celebrities, moving, as our smart 
contemporary, Zhe Pelican, would 
ut it, “in the upper circ es of Bo- 
hemian society.” The dresses were = 
both pretty and original, and the 
recherché supper did credit to that 
most excellentof caterers, M. Beno- “ 
ist, of Piccadilly, 80, you see, 
that altogether the third Covent, 
Garden Ball proved a particularly - 
smart and brilliant function, 


GIN ruling the destinies of the 
ruler of this paper, the following. 
culled from 2 provincial newspaper, 
may prove interesting to our 
readers: “A brewer's labourer, 
named John Tompkins, was work- 
ing with some other men at Sty- % 
ring’s Brewery at Poole, when he ‘ 
told his companions he should 
drink a bottle of gin. He imme- 
dately took up a bottle, and 
drank the whole of the contents, A few Mitcites aleerwards the 
man fell down and eepired. HE DIED NEXT MORNING.” The 
effects that gin produces on some natures is truly wouderful, 


| 


' this day at 


| this day, was found ‘waked, im the woods of Hamelin, in his tij.,. 


(Saturday, February 20, 18s... 
Se RARER 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A CALENDAR FoR THE WREK ENDING FSBRUARY 27th, 1992, 
—— 

2ist February, 1704.—James Bourchier, formerly Aide-d. 

camp tu the Duke of Berwick, tried and convicted of high real 

in returning from Frauce without licence, was this day reprieve,’ 


22nd February, 1735.—“ Peter, the wild boy,” who die 


teenth year, as well as could be guessed. He walk. on his hands 
and feet and climbed trees like a squirrel, feeding on grass ay; 
moss, In the end, he ate and drank like thuse around him, 


paeecca ek ary RAR occlu 

23rd February, 1865.—Saville House, Leicester Square, now 
the sie ot tue Kunpire Theatre, was this day destroved in two hours 
by fire, originating in an escape of gas in tie cellars, The house 
which then belonged to Sir George Saville, in the Gordon Riots wa; 


siripped of its valuable pictures and books, which the rioters bury: | 


in the Square, aud the iron rails were torn down aud 
wen ns. 


24th February, 1832.—The news of the increase of choler, 
having about tuis dite reached the Continent, France ordered , 
quarantine in her ports of three days, and Holland one of forty days. 
“35th February, 1634.—Albrecht Wallenstein, the renown 
and dreaded tilitary hero of the Thirty Years’ War, was murdere| 
Ezra. Towards the close of his career, he wished t, 


Used as 


| take to himself a wife, and solicited the hand ofa young lady of 


| high rank, who referred him to her father. 


On applying to ti... 


| stern parent, he was met with a refusal as not possessed of sufficie: 
| wealth. Returning to his lodgings, the general hit upon a Singular 


| stratagem. 


He issued a proclamation inviting all the beggars t), 
come to Florence on a certain day, when each would receive a new 
suit of clothes, Meanwhile, he ordered a large number of male and 
female ou! fits, prepared at a cheap cost. The day came, and with 
ita crowd of poor people, who assembled ina large building en. 
gaged for the purpose, where each received a numbered ticket to be 
attached to his old clothes, that he might know them again, Wal. 
lenstein also gave them each some money for their return journey, 
but a heartrending wail rose from the crowd of beggars wher 
the monster declared that their old clothes now be longed to 
him, as they had received new ones in exchan 2. <A considerab).: 
sum of money was found stowed away in the ol rags,aud Wallen. 
stein was now in a position to claim his bride. 


26th Feb: , 1828.—In the afternoon of this day, two 
men and a woma.s wighted from a Glasgow coach, and went into 
a tavern there and requested a private room. Here they asked for 
& gill of rum toddy, which was brought them, Oue of the two men 
tendered to the landlord a pound note, and received the chanye. 
Tn the meanwhile, the other man, upon some tritling pretext, went 
out,and was absent for about a quarter of an hour, on his return 
he called fora gill of rum, a bottle of porter, some raw sugar and 
a couple of tumblers, and after awhile, it struck the landlord that 
the party had grown extraordinarily quiet, and entering the room, 
he found the individual to whom he i 
of insensibility, and all effurts to rouse him proved fruitless. The 
unfortunate man lingered, apparently in great agony, till mid- 
nicht, when he expired, without haviug been able to articulate a 
single word. 


27th February, 1613-4 —A ceording to a code of rules and 
Tegulations udupred curce hundred years ugo in the household of 
Sir J. Harrington, who died on this day, a servant, abseut from 
prayers, to be fined 2.; for uttering un oath, ld., and the same 
sum for leaving a dvor open; a tine of 27., from Lady Day to 
Michaelmas, for all who are in bed after seven or out after nine; a 
fine of 1d. for any beds uumiude, tire unlit, or candle-box uncleaned 
ufter eight ; a tine of 4d. for any man detected teaching the children 
obscene words; a tine of 1d/. for any mau waiting without a 
trencher, or who is absent at a meal ; for anyone breakiug any of the 
butler's ginss, 12d. ; 0 fine of 2./. for anyone who has not laid the 
table for dinner by half-past ten, or the supper by six ; a fine of 4d. 
for anyone absent a day without leave: for any man striking 
another, a fine of ld. 3 for any follower visiting the covk, ld. ; a fine 
of 1d. for any man Appearing ina foul skirt, broken hose, untied 
shoes, or torn doublet; a fine of ld. for any stranger's room left for 
four hours after he be dressed; a fine of ld. if the hall be not 
cleansed 4 eight in winter and seven in summer ; the porter to be 
fined 1d. if the court gate be not shut during meals ; a flue of 3d, if 
the stairs be not cleaned every Friday after dinner, 


ALONE IN MY WOE. 
(A PATHETIC APPEAL BY A, SLUPER.) 
You are good, you are kind, oh, my friend, 
But I pray, | beseech you, depart ! 
For your accents of sympathy rend 
With a deeper affliction my heart. 
All alone let me suffer and languish, 
Alone let my tear-torrents flow : 
Your condolence but adds to my anguish 
Pray leave me alone in my woe! 


You are loth to depart, oh, my friend! 
For you fear that my poignant despair, 

If in solitude fostered, may end 
Ina frenzy, too penial to bear. 

You're afraid that I'll blow out my brain, sir, 
Or sever my windpipe. No! no! 

I'm in sorrow, but not quite insane, sir! 
Pray leave me alone in my woe ! 


T atm uot such an ass, oh, my friend ! 
As to tackle the suigid:’s plan. 
Though my troubles my bosom may rend, 
I will bear them, my boy, like a tat: ! 
I can drown my ineffable sorrow 
In seas of “Unsweetened,” you know, 
If a dollar or so | can borrow— 
Pray leave me A LOAN in my woe! 
Se 


AN UNLUCKY SHOT. 

IT was a curious fad of Mr. Worplesden Whitedunks’ that he 
“never could look at his diuner” on Sunday unless he had been 
out for the regulation gin-and-bitter crawl. On week days his 
stomach needed no stimu'us whatever; he could face @ la mode 
beef or Harris’ eausagea week in, week out, clean slap through 
from January to December; but on Sundays, somehow it was 
ditferent. 

“It's only an excuse,” said Mra, W., repeatedly, “for getting out 
for an hour ge a parcel of gvod-fur-nothing public house 
loungers, You talk and talk and talk about things you don't 
understand, and then cume in, after keeping dinner waiting nearly 
three-quarters of an hour, with your eyes red aud a breath on you 
like an ill-trapped sink.” 

“ M'ria,” thundered Mr. Whitedunks, majestically, the last time 
he wae orated, “ holdjh-tuug !” 

“I shall neither hold my tongue nor my temper, Mr. W,,” re- 
taliated the little woman, with much asperity ; “the dinner’s been 
on the table just forty minutes and no one here to carve.” 

“Ul carve, M'ria,” said the wretched Worplesden, making a ter- 
rific effort to steady himself, : 

“ You carve, indeed! I wonder you ean see the dish—the dis. 
gusting state you're in,” 

Whitedunks braced himself manfully. He felt that a fierce flush 
at the end of his nasal organ was giving him away horribly, but Le 
kept a stern visage, atd, grasping the carving knife and fork, and 
fixing a stony glare on the we du jour, he asked, cheerfully— 

“Which end is the stuffing, dear!” p 

There was x feminine exclamation of disgust, 2 rustle of petti- 
Coats us she swept out of the rovm, aud a banged door. Zt was«: 
leg of mutton! 


ad given change ina state | 


| oon e-a- 8-6 -e 8 8 ee 2s: SF 


Saturday, February 20, 1892.) 
THE “LANCET’S” LATEST. 


[The Lancet has (don't start !) recently broken out in a fresh place—to wit, in 
esumedly eumé verse. } 


A STRANGE interloper 
_ S — Wontd fain rival Suo- 

Wes f Ap Fe PER— 
ae _Mreal; fhe oI7CeF Yea, even in comical 

: y : ‘ verselings ; 

aud "ees a7 S pei sive chet in metre 
” C/gper © __s hey cou com- 

caae 4 7 pleter, 


Oue might praise these 


Ours 
cae new fangled nurse- 
: Was lings, 
To be frank, its first 
layling 
Had many a failing 


And needed more skill to 
enhance it ; 
And do you know (con- 
fess it— 
I'm sure you'll ne'er 
mas hye appanied 
at layling a red in 
the ane’ iia 


Just fancy a journal 
Tiat chews Wisdom's 
kernel— 
A journal of sage erudi- 


tion, 
Thus boldly embarking 
In lyrical larking : 


When Med‘cine alone is its mission ! 
Many M.D.s will surely 
Reproach it demurely 

And damp its new joking in transit! 
Well, such rhythmical rally 
Is best left to ALLY— 

And Med'cine he'll leave to the Lancet, 


——_.———— 


A FATAL REMARK. 


t ' 

ite WB SHe was young, fair and oofr, with a pair of big blue eyes, an 
for ghteen inch waist and the complexion of a “ five-a-shilling “ 
nen pach. What wonder, then, that Alzernon Boodlefloot loved her— 


ved her with his whole heart, the trues, manliest heart that 


ite er beat beneath a half-crown merino undervest ? E 

urn He met Matilda Mainchance first at a little soeial evening at the 

and puse of a mutual friend. He was not formally Settle ; he intro- 
anced himself to her notice by the effective, but not particularly 


ppy, method of spilling a glass of claret-cup down her neck; a 
poceeding which, although it must be candidly admitted cast a 


"he amper over the first few moments of their intercourse, served to 
id. ment a friendship which, on his part, rapidly ripened under the 
eg nehine of her smiles, into love. Bat she, willing as she was upon 


he frequent occasions upon which they met at balls and “at 
omes’ (for they both 
nd oved in the same select 


of rcle)—willing as she was, 
om repeat, to allow him to 
ne scribe his name half a 
to pzen times upon her a 
a “@famme, starve himself in 
ed efforts to provide her {:))jjii} 
et h-the choicest delica- 
a of the refreshment 
he le, sit for indefinite 
he iods with her in se- 
td. ded corners or dimly 
ng hted conservatories, she 
he nld not reciprocate his 
ed sion, and she was too 
or ble a girl—had studied 
ut Bow Bells and her 
be mily Herald too well 
if ream for one in- 
, nt of bestowing “the 
_— nd where the heart 
Id never be"; and it 
for this reason that 
e never introduced him ‘i 
@ her people, never appeard to notice the hints which he occa- 
pnally threw out that he would like to be allowed to call, 
‘Fi Weeks pissed, and she began to weary of : im,and vainly racked 
brains for some method of ridding herself of his society ; but 
igernon, simple, trustful Algernon loved on unsnspectingly. 
But one fatal night the end came! it was at an “at home * given 
a lady of their acquaintance suffering from a rather dangerous 
m of musical lunacy. Matilda and her father came, and it was 
long before Algernon atrived,and prociptly threw himself into 
the vacant chair beside the object of his affection. Cleverly 
pidinz the dangerous topic uppermost in Algernon’s mind, 
fatilda directed the conversation to the subject of music, and for 
@ time t-ey tniked of the songs, ancient and modern, they knew 
liked. Suddenly, after a few minutes’ silence. she raised her 
uid blue eves to his, saving at the same time, “Oh—er—Mr. 
lefloot, do rou know ¢ Daddy 2" And he, not knowing the 
gz. and thinking that at last she intended to introduce him to 
father, responded, eagerly, “Kuow him? Only bysight. He's 
old buffer with the white hair and the bandy legs, isn't he?” 
‘his was Matilda's opportunity, of which she took advantage 
h_a will, and, ten minutes later, a sad eved young man was 
ering a cabman a tiver to cover the distance to Waterloo Bridge 
the half-hour. 
igs 
GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.”" 
No. 34.—NINA DASHINGTON. 
\ THE “Friv.”-vy girls, since New Year's Day, 
; Have grown extremely languid. They 
, Perform in quite a listless way 


The forts assigned them nightly, 
Tatil their Boss declares with woe 
That snrely he will bankrupt go, 
Unless, with one accord, they grow 
More blithe and lithe and sprightly. 


But from the managerial heart 

At length the t-itter fears depart ; 

He cares not though each spiteful “tart” 
Has turned a stubborn creature. 

Tn spite of this a myriad swains 

O’ercrowd each night the “ Friv.”'s domains, 

Because the “ Friv.” at last contains 
One grand redeeming feature, 


Though every “ Friv.” girl else were foul 
Aa harpy, or Avernian ghoul, 
Whose sweetest tone was bat a growl, 
Whose sweetest dance unsightly. 
The London dudes no jot would care; 
T.rey'd to the “ Friv.” in shoals repair, 
so long as Nina D. were there 
To charm and cheer them nightly, 
a 


FUNNY, ISN’T IT? 
SLOPER thinks the bissextile arrangements 
wt have gota bit mixed. How can both the year Eighty-eight 
tne year Vinety,-too, be Leap Years? 


ALLY SLOPER’S UWALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


COLLEGE OF ARMs, LONDON, E.C., February 10th, 1892. 
My Dear S.OPeER,—!1 fee) very proud of the honour you have 
done me by conferring upon me your “ Award of Merit.” 1 must 
tell you that ever since your ercation | have had the moat profound 
admiration—I might almost sny, affection for you—and this recog- 
nition on your pirt of my feelings towards you will be most highly 
valued by your sincere friend, 
ALFRED SCOTT GATTY (York Herald). 


East KENT CLUB, CANTERBURY, February 12th, 1892. 
DEAR SirR,—! interviewed ny newsagent the other day, who is 
one of the largest purveyors of light literature in this city, and 
asked him if he would be kind enongh to tell me the popular 
penny journal of the week. He promptly replied,“ The greatest 
run is on ‘ALLY SLOPER, he comes in an easy first." | have no 
doubt a true and accurate census return would corroborate this 

fact. Cougratulating you upon this marked success, 
1 am, dear sir, yours truly, CANTERBURY. 


SLOPER’'S VAGARIES. 
No. 101.—HE 18s DESERVEDLY SNUBBED BY MIs8 COLLINS. 


ON Lottie’s lovely face he gazed, 
And Lottie's rich array ; 
And he was dazed, amazed and crazed 
By Lottie’s charins straightway, 
But, most of all, the Mildewed Swain 
Admired the fetching. witching strain 
In which she sang the rich refrain, 
© Ta-ra-ra Boom-de-ay !" 
Full oft he sighed, and murmured low 
Neath Cupid's potent sway) ; 
“That sprightly maiden | must know, 
Must learn that igor lay!" 
And soon the Fossil, fair and young, 
About the st ‘ge’s exits hung, 
And waited for the girl who'd sung 
“Ta-ra-ra Boomn-de-ay !" 


Eftsoons, as she was flitting by, 
All glowing, bright and gay, 

He raised his time worn tile on high, 
And said, “Sweet maiden, pray 

Be good enough to sup with me: 

And, while we eat and drink with glee, 

I'll learn from you the melodee— 
‘Ta-ra-ra Boom-de-ny *!" 

“T thank you,” laughed the lovely lass, 
“ But folks who know you ray 

You've neve ot ufficient brass 
A su ill to pay!" 

“In rales hat that is false,” said he, 

“ Accept these ten gold sove from me; 

*Twere oy, 7 to learn, for such small fee, 
‘Ta-ra-ra Boom-de-ay'!" 

She took the quide, and then addressed 
A big, rou sh lump of clay, 

Who, whistting her new tune with zest, 
Stood soaroe a yard away ; _ : 

“This gold is yours, my man, if you'll 
For SLOPER'S supper pay, 

And, while he’s ew’ nz. teach the fool 
‘Ta-ra-ra Bouin-ue-sy'!" 

er a 


INGENUOUS REGINALD. 


THOUGH there has been a good deal of moonlizht, there has also | 
been a liberal amount of “cool and calm” in the evenings of late, | 


and it was just one of those nights when the dews of Heaven kiss 


the end of a girl's nose—such a night as holds a girl's hands in ice | 


| own until it gets so cold that the frost. bites her finger nails—that 


Celeste McGuff sat on the front steps with Reginald Clandestine 
Wartz, and listened to him talk politics aud philosophy. The 


| second hour was beginning when she said— 


“ Reggie, dear, it is getting too chilly out here, I must have some- 
thing round me.” 

“TL forgot that,” he said. Poor young man, he was somewhat 
dense. He ran up to the house, got her a shawl, and put it round 
her shoulders, with © How's that 2” ; : 

“ Hard y enough,” she said, turning her eves up piteously, like a 
chairman of a gas company praying fora foz. 

“LT will get you anotier,” said the ingenuous young man, and he 
fetched her a heavier one. “1s that better?" 

“No, no,” she said. “Is there nothing else you can put round 

" 


me : F 
“T can't think of anything else,” he said; “T don't know where 
the potato sacks are kept. Perhaps you'd better go in to your 
mother, and [ll go home.” . 
He called next day to ask how ahe was, and even now he's won- 
dering what she meant when she said that same men couldn't see 


through a hole in a millstone, when tie hole in it was big enough 


to jamb the entire mill in. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APEPHBEAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


=" Subscribers of not less than Five Shillings will receive (yest 
Srec) a Cubinet size Photograph of A, SLOPER, Esq., F.0.M. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAsT WEEK, £157 I42. 534. 
ALLY SLOPER, Fsq. (weekly donation), £1; G. A. F. (Hartlepool), 18.5 * 
MATIC,” Is. 64.: EDWARD MOKTIMER, F.O.S., 108, 6d. A.M. C., 28. Bed, 
W G. (Leamington), 2s.; F. W. S., 2s. ; 


Making a total received up to February 9th, 1892—£162 19s, 4d. 


THE ABECEDARIAN. 
You've achieved at your craft a most thorongh success, 
And you handle your tools with a nimble address 
And a careless adroitness : yet, nevertheless, 
You should treat like a humanitarian 
Him who is starting, with trembling and fear, 
On the tasks that to you may so ensy appear. 
You should ne'er be severe, with rebuke or with sneer, 
On the ignorant Abecedarian ! 


Don't twit him because you're more skilful than he, 
Fora myriad of trades in the world you may see 
At whose arts you will quite as incompetent be, 
Though you grow toa nonagenarian ! 
Think, when harsh words you are tempted to say 
To the hapless beginner—think quickly, | pray, 
That, though now you re au fait, vet there once was a day 
When you, too, were an Abecedarian ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Why is an Irishman’s coat like a zymotic germ /—Because it’s a 
Mike-rohe. 


WHEN does a counter-jumper become a great actor ?—When he's | 


(s)Irving. : a 
How to say a couple of words in season—Say “sea and say 
“son.” 
WHERE should one look for a poetical description of the 
Dryads?—In the works of Dryad-‘un. 


CHAPTER XI. 
G. V. Bere, parent of Aribetla Jane Burke, was furious. Te 
had been c.conically furious at any time during the past eighteen 
months, The venerable ex-maunre 
| merchant had set his seul on his 

daughter marrying some big pot, 

but hia dutiful in all other respects 

daughter had frankly and tully 
| declined to aid himin bis project. 
! In vain had he invited a distin- 
guished poet, who was 
getting eighteenpence 
a line for his shapsodies, 
to dinner, Arabella 
Jane had outraged the 
poet's tinest feclings by 
eating her evervday style of 
dinner in his presence, An M.V., 
A sporting man, an editor and a 
distinguished financier were all 
trotied out for her approval, but 
all without avail. Arabella Jane 
had sworn to be true to her poor 
but honest chemist, and as she 
gazed with rapture on the pencil- 
sharpener, which was his love 
token, and the cheap valentine 
she had received, she felt that 
I] te would not be 60 cruvl as to 
part them. 

G°V. Burke was still more furious 
about ten days after St. Valen- 
tine’s Day, and claimed that he 
had a parental and tinancial right 
sv to be. Arabella Jane had re- 
fused the hand—she already had 
the heart—of an eminent brewer's 
son, Perhaps Chis had been the hest offer, from a worldly point of 
view, that Miss Burke had vet rejected. 

“Minion:” yelled G. V. Burke, “what do you mean by this 
unfilial conduct?) Do you think | will be content to pay your 
milliner’s bill for all your lifeime?” 

“Father, am [a bale of damaged goods, that you should be so 
anxious to dispose of me to the highest bidder?" dramatically ex- 
claimed Arabella Jane, with white face and quivering lips. 

“You hussy ! V1l—I.1—" 

“Oh, father, spare me!" 

“Spare you! 1 cou'd spare you with pleasure; but, unfortn- 
nately, you won't 
ra. 
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Was furious. 


“T cannot, father; 
Teannot. | will never 
give the hand where 
the heart can never 
be (Frantic ape 
plause Jrom the gale 
lery.) 

“Hea! ron still hane 
ker after that pill com- 

eanain scoundrel. 
Know that he ia (alee 
to you. He has been 
traced to a_ foreign 
shore, where hia ship 
was cast away,” 

“Oh, horror!" 

“And he there has 
been married to 
seventeen different 
women,” 

“Tis false!" roared 
a stranger, who had 
unobserved, — enteres 
at the OP. side. “Tis 
false!” he again exe 
claimed, as he ex- 
tended his arm 
towards Burke, and 
so disclosed a some- 
what seedy ulster. 

“Frederick!” 
shricked Arabella 
Tane, ns sho t''rew herself into the arms of the shabby stran er. 

“She loves me still!" murmured Frederick, fondly. “Have you 
he token?” 

“Tt is here!" exclaimed Arabella Jane,as she held up the antique 
nencil-sharpener, 

* And here is mine,” he replied. as he drew forth the thimble. 
“1 have ever worn it near my heart in my watch pocket.” 

“Dear heart!" cjaculated Arabella Jane, with a three volume 
sich, and a slithering, swirling wriggle in the arms of her brave 
raver, 

“ Miscreant !"’ roared Mr. Burke ; “unhand my daughter, Thou 
rt sill poor.” 

“You are wrong!” roared Frederick. as he cast aside the alster 
im which he wis disguised, and shone out in all the glory of a five 
pound ten evening 
| dressesuit, “IT am 
| 
1 


“Tis false !* he exclaimed. 


vich —richer than 
your wildest 
thoughts could im- 
agine. Tamthe sole 
discoverer of ‘ANTI- 
FAT,’ sold in boxes 
at thirteer pence- 
halfpenny and two 
shillings and nine- 
pence ; none genuine 
unless the name is on 
the box.” 

“Can it be true?” 

“Tt is. 
have samples, free.” 

“The Fates are in 
our favour, young 
man, and [ will no 
‘onger etruggle 
against them and 
vou. Take my 
daughter, She is 
yours!” 

“tam thine!” 
murmured = Arabella 
Jane, as she threw 
herself upon 
Frederick's bosom. 

“Tf she proves as 
good a wile,” said 
Mr. Burke, “as she S 
has been a Tam the sole discoverer of ‘ Anti-fat.'" 

Bo) bad ——* 

} al be Ricten THAN Gorn,” said Frederick, as the 
orchestra struck up the first bars of "Tae Wedding March and 
the curtain fell. ; 

| Tue Exp. 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE PLEBEIAN OR THE PEER. 


/ 
u 


TROON INE My 
) 


——e_ 
j, MP SAMADAMS J 
| skater. 5° iF 
4 SVEN S 


Pautays 


“Habhin’ a big lark wid massa's buffio calf.” 


No. 243.—M. Pavuvs, F.O.S. 
“Tho spenking—we had almost written singing —likeness 
v which we give above of the celebrated French leon comique, 
Paulus, will, we feel sure, be instantly recognized with very 
\\ considerable pleasure by every Frenchman and the large propor- 
{4 tion of Englishmen who have had the opportunity of hearing 
' ' this versatile performer at the Trocadero and across the Channel. 
| M. Paulus comes of one of the oldest and noblest families in 
France ; indeed, by some it is darkly hinted that he is in realit; 
‘ the rightful heir to the French throne, and that a rising in hie 
' favour will take place as soon as the uecessary proofs of his 
identity have been procured. With this question, of course, we 
have nothing to do, but there is little doubt that the immense 
ularity of our hero would gain him a very large army of 
fo lowers. Despite the plots and conspiracies in which his ad- 
mirers are engaged, Panius holds aloof from them, and continues 
to follow his profession as though totally unconscious of the 
honours that his friends are trying so hard to Procnre for him. 
| His recent engagement at tne Trocadero drew hunirets of 


Striplet, What's the fare to St. John's Wood, cahhy ? “Did you hear that Lady X. has committed an'act of 
Cabby. If yer wants to go ina slap up style worthy of a dook, it will be three bob; but if the common . shop-lifting ?” “ Nonsense, my dear fellah ! She must 
Place jog trot of the ordinary imiividual will suit yer, we'll say one aml six. have taken the goods in a fit of abstraction.” 


A TALE OF LAST SATURDAY. 


pounds to the house. in addition to an enormous crowd of old 
gentlemen, who sat nightly in the stalls, and, although totally 
unacquainted with the Freuch language, endeavoured to look 
as naughty and knowing as possible. Chiefly because hes 
France 8 greatest comic, he was created F.O.S., and the * Sloper 
Award of Merit’ presented to him October 3rd, 1891."—Debrett 
Improved, 


i 


aA 


rH 


‘Hullo, old man! money tight again?” “Oh! worse than 
that, positively drunk this time.” 


( 1). “Hm !" said young Blushington on the 13th,“ I must send her a valentine, but 
I don’t like to go in and ask for one. Believe there's only an old man in this shop, 
though, and I don't mind what he thinks, so here goes!" and he plunged boldly in, 


just bring that lot marked ‘extra sentimental,’ will you, and come and see if you can 
| find out what the gentleman wants.” “ Oh, lor’!” groaned B., “this is awful !"—— 

; (4). “Tm sure the lines on these are sweetly pretty, sir. He, he! would you like to 
7—(2). But the shop hail changed hands, and poor B, felt his cuurage oozing out read them? He, he! Miss Titers, don't giggle, I'm surprised at you.” Poor Blush- 
fast when he found limeclf placidly surveyed by a young lady on the other side of | ington was the colour of beetroot to the tips of his ears,—(5). At length his 
the counter, “ Oh—er—good morning!" he stammered, “ I—er—er—that is—er—I | Courage gave way altogether, and hiding his face with his hands as the young ladies 
want—er—er—one of those things, you know—er—I mean—in point of fact—er—a gave vent to their feelings in an explosion of shrieks of laughter, he hastily threw 
rather nice one—for a—to give to a—to send to——_” “Yes, sir,” said the young | own a shilling, and, snatching up a “ penny ugly one,""——(6). Fled from the shop, 
tered it, 


lady, “about what price ?"——(3), “ Better quality, sir? Certainly. Miss Giggles, feeling considerably smaller and redder than when he en! 
——— 


DANCING GIRLS. BY AN OLD MASTER. A CHOKE IN SEASON. 


vipeutl Ny 
' Lady (to Town Crier). Oh, Mr. Tinkler, I want you to ery a 
gold locket I've just lost. 
Mr. T. Werry sorry, mum, but I can't cry ter day— 
| wife died this morning. 


NY — 
Sess Sir Marmaduke Slopcrre, one of the founders of the “It Td know’d you was a hartis, I never would have took you t 
Uue ol eum McGooseley saw the otier night. great family, in the regulation helmet of the period. in, ‘cos you're always bacca’d whether you pays reg'lar or not.” 
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